


The Bittorie of 

witcht with the rogues company.! f the rafcal haue not giu? n 
iwt medicines to make me loue him^jic be bandg: it cold not 
be eU'e,I hauedrunke medicines, Pomes, Hal, a plague on you 
both. Mardod, Peto, lie ttarue ere jle rob a toot further ; and 
t’were not as good a deed as drinke,to turne true rran.and to 
leaue thele Rogues,! am theveneft V aslct that euer chewed 
withatooth: eightyardesofvneuen grounu, isthreeicorc 
andtenmilesafootwithmejandthe ftony hearted Villaines 
know it well enough, a plague vpon it when theeues cannot 
be true one to another. They whittle. 

Whew, a plague vpo you all,giue me my Horie, you rogues, 

Giue me my Horle,and be hangd. 

<Pri». Peacfyc fat guts,lie downe ,lay thine eare clofe to the 
ground,andlill it thou can heare the tread of Traudlers, 
Falf Haueyou any leauers tolif'tmevp again beingdown? 
Zbloud,lle notbeare mine owne flefti fo far afoot againt fot 
allthe Coyne inthy Fathers Exchequerrwhat a plague mean 

yetocoltme th' s? 

prince. Thou lieRthou art not coked : thou art vncolted, 
Falf. Ipretheegood Prince Hal, helpe mee to my hotfe, 
GoodKingsfonne. 

Prince. Out you Rogue, fhall I be your O filer? 

Falf. Go hang thy felte in thine owne Heire apparant Gar- 
ters tiflbetane, jre^peach for this s and 1 haue net Ballades 
made on all,and fung to filthy tunes, let a cupof Sacke be my 
poyfon when ieaft is.fo forward, and afoot too, I hate it. 
Enter Gads -bill. 

Gad. Stand. F*l. So I doe againft my will. 

‘Pem. O tis our fetter,I know his voice.-.# War what new es? 
Bar . Cafe yee,cafe ye 5 on with your V izards,ther’s mony 
of the Kings comming downe the hill, tis going to the Kings 
Exchequer. 

Falf. You lie you rogue, tis gain g to t he Ki ngs T aueme, 
(fad. T here’s enough to make vs all. 

Falf. To be hanged. . 

Prince. You foure fhall front them in the narrow Lane. 
Ned 7> ott.es and 1, will walke lower; if they feape from your 
«nc«unter,then they lighten v s. 


Henry the Fourth. 

Peto. But how many be they of them ? 

Gad. Some eight or ten. 

Falf Zounds, will they not rob vs ? 

prince. What ? a coward Sir lohn Pawnch? >( „ 

Falf Indeed 1 am not lohn of Cjantj our Granfather , but Ik, 

yet no coward , Hal, "y"dW- 

Pnnce. Welfweele leauethat to the proofe. 

Popes. Sirra Zac /^.thy hoi le Hands behind the hedge, when 
thou needeft him,tiierethou flralt find him, farewell, & Hand 

Falf. Now cannot 1 ftrike him ifl fhould be hangd, (fall. 

•Prince. Ned, where are our difguifes? 

Tomes. Hecre hard by Hand clofe. 

Falf Now my maillers, happy man be his dole, fay ,eue ry 
man to his buiines. 

Enter the Trauellers. 

T ra. Come neighbor, the boy Ihallead our horfes downe 
the hilljwecle walke afoote a while, and ea le our legs, 

Theeues. Stay. Tra. Iefus blelfc vs. 

Falf. Strike, downe with them, cut the villaines throats s a 
horefon caterpillars \ Bacon-fed knaues, they hate vs youth, 
downe with them, fleece them. 

Tra. O, we arevndone,both we and ours for euer. 

Falf. Hangyeg r rbellied knaucs,areyevndone. ? noye fat 
chuffes,l would your (lore vs ere hecre^in bacons, on, what 
yeknaues. ? yong men mud line, you arc grand lurers,are ye? 
weelciureyeyfaith. 

He ere they rob them and hind them 5 Enter 
the Prince , and Poynes . 

Prince. Thcthecues haue bound the true men: rowcculd 
thou and! rob the theeues,and goe merrily to London it veld 
be argument for a weeke, laughter for a month, and a good 
ieft for euer. 

Pomes. Stand clofe.l heare them comming. 

Enter the theeues againe . 

Falf Come my mafters.kt vs (hare, and then to korfc be- 
fore day .-and the. Prince it Peines be not two arrant cov ardes, 
tneres no equity ftirring,ther’s no n;cre valour in that pants 
than m a wild Ducke* 

Prtnce , 
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